SAVED   FROM   STARVATION
whiskers, but an eye-glass; but then, of course, besides
being a poet, he was an inspector of schools. But this
poet slept in doss-houses, when he could afford to do
so, or on the Embankment, or under the Adelphi
arches when he could not. It will be seen, then, that
in so far as his outward setting, his mise en scene., was
concerned, Mr. Thompson had a good deal in his
favour. Dowson, with his fondness for coffee-stalls and
cabmen's shelters and for the girl in the Sce-ptre^ was in
a strong position; and Lionel Johnson was reported to
drink a great deal more than was good for him, and so
too was Le Gallienne. There was another poet, and
one of the best of the group who, in Mr. Burdett's
Beardsley Period, doesn't come in for any mention at
all, and that is Mr. Laurence Binyon. No doubt it was
his utter respectability that accounted for this lack of
recognition, that and a certain staidness in his manner
and appearance, coupled with the fact that he holds a
position of considerable responsibility at the British
Museum. But Francis Thompson, who had striven
unsuccessfully at Owens College, Manchester, to qualify-
as a doctor, and who, having quarrelled with his father,
had at length left home and tramped it all the way to
London, Francis Thompson who had been saved from
starvation by a girl of the streets, Francis Thompson
was emphatically not respectable and great things were
expected of him. But the extraordinary thing was that,
when they came to read the poems of this ne'er-do-weel,
they found that he was not in the least like Villon, or
Verlaine, or Dowson, or even Omar Khayyam—there
was nothing in them about prostitutes, no melodious
regrets for old and reprehensible love-affairs, nothing
about roses flung riotously, or pale, lost lilies, or bought,
red mouths, or flinging away the winter garment of
in

